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	Punishment

Disclaimer: In no way do I own ANY of the Half-life series, nor do I own any of it's characters.

Punishment.

After Alyx had hunted me down, she had drug me back to Ravenholm, locking me on the other side of the huge gate. "Hey Mossman! Have fun with the zombies!" She yelled through the door.

"No! Please Alyx, I only did it to save your father! Don't leave me in here!" I screamed, pleading for my life, for I knew the zombie's would be here soon, wondering what the noises were. I knew I would have to defend myself eventually, so I began to look for a weapon, a gun, a stick , anything I could kill a zombie with. In a row of small lockers on the wall to my left I found an old shotgun, a few shells, a can of beef jerky, a backpack, and an old pink dildo. I decided to put it all in the backpack and go. So, the shotgun in hand, a few of the shells in my pocket, and the backpack slung over my shoulder, I made my way out of the room, but I only made it a few feet before I encountered a handful of zombies, but I easily ran past them, wanting to conserve my ammo.

Things continued as such, me dodging zombie's as needed, in the hopes that I would have enough ammo to get myself out of a tight spot, should one arise, until night came, and I knew I would have to stop somewhere, to sleep, so began my search, looking for somewhere I could rest my head.

"Aha!" I shouted, seeing a house that looked like I could lock it up. I rushed in, my shotgun at the ready, only to find not a zombie inside. "Ah, I can sleep now." I ran around, closing every door I could see, barricading everything out. Satisfied that nothing could get in now, I sat down, already asleep as I hit the floor.

I woke up with a start, feeling something dig into my tender flesh, drawing a scream from deep within me. Looking up, I was just in time to see a fast zombie bite through my pants, leaving my womanhood barren, the situation making me slightly horny. "Get off!" I screamed as I tried to shove the zombie off me. And it stopped. It just sat there, sniffing the air, looking for something. Then it reached for my bag, shredding it, and pulled out the Giant dildo. Turning to me, it shoved the Giant dildo straight down my throat, making me gag. Then it went down to my watering pussy, sniffing, prodding. Then it plunged itself into my folds, letting out a guttural roar, and ripping my shirt and bra straight off my body, sending them to the corner of the room. It didn't stay that way for long, and soon began to thrust in and out at an insane speed, stretching and ripping me open.

It didn't stop there, it began to bite me, to maul me, eating my breasts shortly after ripping them off, shredding my stomach open, eating my organs, occasionally shoving bits and pieces into my mouth, forcing me to swallowing my own organs. It went on like this for what seemed like forever, until if came like a broken damn, its juices filling my open chest cavity, from where it had been eating me. It came so much it filled me chest up, and began to fill up my throat, until it began to suffocate me, the zombie's semen spilling out of my chest and throat, until it all went black.

My body was found be Alex and a rescue team the next day, my stomach ripped open, all the semen still there, dried to a crust inside my body. And then they laughed. And laughed. And laughed, leaving my body there for the zombies.


End file.
